/. Invocation

?ut hearken! do you not fed it in the pores of your skin!
"it is coming clown: it is descending. So who will follow
) me into the age of gold? It is late in the evening; and we
Jwill begin softly by looking through a window.
We look through a window upon the fruit-gatherers. It is
a Gothick dairy, a rustic house of lhatrh ami Hint, Ik-hind this
the blue evening is not a hemisphere but u fathomless blue height
descending. It quivers and darkens, lor the winds blow upon it
out of the cool At uny moment it is more deep and solemn than
before. It is the drop-scene, the painted baekdoth. For the detail
lies in static stillness. Look in, and look sagainl The air you
breathe has wingn of scent, for they brush and go past you, they
Ian you with their wings. It is honeysuckle, night scented stock,
and night tuhsuTn flower. You breathe in deep breaths of them;
begin to feel mul see* And, of a sudden, you are in this other
work!: no longer at the window, but treading on the rustic floor,
You arc safe here* There is no intruder from outside. The
scents are narcotic; and their magic does its work.

There is a symbol in this looking through the window. It is
moonlight at the windowsill And now it climbs* and shines
down on the dancing floor* A girl, who is milkmaid, or dancer,
looks at y*m and makes a little curtsey* She crosses the floor, and
sweeps it before you with a goose's wing- It is her broom, or
besom*

The white goose wing is, all told, tier wand or emblem. Its
place JR by the iircHide, tor all the white wings that have beaten
on the window leads in winter days of snow. And, also, it is lit
emblem of the meadows, the goose pastures* or of that cackling
before the cottage tloor, It is a litter household symbol than the
witch's broom. As she stoops, barelegged like Cinderella, she
becomes physical and pleads for your attention* Her figure was
shaped for this. She has a dancer's limbs and looks at you^ now*
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